LAST POEMS

TO   ( GRATEFUL   FLORENCE'

TO   THE   MUNICIPALITY,   HER   REPRESENTATIVE

AND   TO   TOMMASEO,   ITS   SPOKESMAN

MOST   GRATEFULLY

ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST EDITION

These Poems are given as they occur
on a list drawn up last June. A few had
already been printed in periodicals.

There is hardly such direct warrant for
publishing the Translations; which were
only intended, many years ago, to accom-
pany and explain certain Engravings after
ancient Gems, in the projected work of

a friend, by whose kindness they are now
recovered :   but as two of  the original
series (the Adonis of Bion, and 'Song of
the Rose' from Achilles   Tatius)   have
subsequently appeared, it is presumed that
the remainder may not improperly follow.
A single recent version is added.
London, February 1862.

LAST POEMS

LITTLE MATTIE

Dead !  Thirteen a month ago!

Short and narrow her life's walk;
Lover's love she could not know

Even by a dream or talk :
Too young to be glad of youth,

Missing honour, labour, rest,
And the warmth of a babe's mouth

At the blossom of her breast.
Must you pity her for this
And for all the loss it is,
You, her mother, with wet face,
Having had all in your case ?

Just so young but yesternight,
Now she is as old as death.

Meek, obedient in your sight,
Gentle to a beck br breath

Only on last Monday!   Yours,

Answering you like silver bells
Lightly touched!   An hour matures:

You can teach her nothing else.
She has seen the mystery hid
Under Egypt's pyramid:
By those eyelids pale and close
Now she knows what Rhamses knows.

in
Cross her quiet hands, and smooth

Down her patient locks of silk,
Cold and passive as in truth

You your fingers in spilt milk
Drew along a marble floor;

But her lips you cannot wring
Into saying a word more,

* Yes,' or ' No,' or such a thing:
Though you call and beg and wreak
Half your soul out in a shriek,
She will lie there in default
And most innocent revolt.